ACT III              PRIVATE    LIVES
difficult. I seldom regret anything. This is a very
rare and notable exception, a sort of red letter day.
We must all make the most of it.
SIBYL : I'll never forgive you, never. I wouldn't
have believed anyone could be so callous and cruel.
ELYOT : I absolutely see your point, and as I said
before, I'm sorry.
There is silence for a moment. Then AMANDA
comes in again. She has obviously decided to carry
everything off in a high handed manner.
AMANDA (in social tones) : What! Breakfast not ready
yet ? Really, these French servants are too slow for
words. (She smiles gaily.) What a glorious morning.
(She goes to the window.) I do love Paris, it's so
genuinely gay. Those lovely trees in the Champs
Elysees, and the little roundabouts for the children to
play on, and those shiny red taxis. You can see Sacre
Coeur quite clearly to-day, sometimes it's a bit misty,
particularly in August^ all the heat rising up from the
pavements you know.
ELYOT (drily): Yes, dear, we know.
AMANDA (ignoring him) : And it's heavenly being so
high up. I found this flat three years ago, quite by
merest chance. I happened to be staying at the Plaza
Athenee, just down the road------
ELYOT (enthusiastically): Such a nice hotel, with the
most enchanting courtyard with a fountain that goes
plopplopplopplopplopplopplopplopplop---------
VICTOR : This is ridiculous, Amanda.
ELYOT (continuing): Plop plop plop plop plop plop
plop plop plop plop------
AMANDA (overriding him):  Now, Victor, I refuse to
discuss anything in the least important until after
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